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SONNETS  OF  A  RECLUSE 


101— THE  SONNET. 

The  sonnet  is  the  poet's  little  bell; 
But  some  have  made  it  a  cathedral  chime 
As  Milton,  when  he  chose  iii  rythmic  rhyme 
To  sing  calamities  that  him  befell. 

De  Vaga  ran  the  gamut  through  from  hell 

To  heav-n,  and  Wordsworth  took  from  time  to  time 

Vacation,  in  its  balmy  air  and  clime, 

From  altitudes,  where  none  save  angels  dwell. 

Come  Muse !  teach  me  to  sing  in  this  dull  cell 
Of  life,  its  swe^t  and  swelling  song;  for  crime 
Cannot  corrode  or  canker  hearts  sublime; 
And  Poesy  is  ennui's  death-knell! 
Then  1 11  chant  vespers  and  my  matin  hymn 
To  God,  till  my  old  eyes  in  death  are  dim. 
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102— ADVERSITY. 

The  face  is  sweet,  when  sorrows  the  heart  cleanse; 
The  brow  is  sober  that  vile  jaundice  stains: 
For  fiiri'owed  is  the  rosy  cheek  with  rains, 
That  flow  like  freshets  through  Si3ring  glades  and 
glens. 

Xor  is  there  ought  to  men  such  beauty  lends — 
Such  gallantry  such  grandeur  for  them  gains 
As  gri(^f,  that  Herculean  muscle  strains, 
And  Atlas  shoulders  w^ith  its  burden  bends. 

Let 's  meet  Affliction  like  a  bride,  that  comes 

To  cheer  our  homes,  and  fill  with  joy  our  hearts! 

The  cross  that  fells  us  prone  upon  the  earth 

Let's  kiss!  for  in  the  Great  Assize  He  sums 

Our  'count,  AVho  thus  blazed  men  the  way  to  parts, 

Wli  ■)•('  Calvary's  gore  earned  mortals  a  new  birth. 
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103— SLAVES. 

Tliink  you  that  only  Pharoas  their  slaves  drive 
O'er  deserts,  to  the  Red  Sea's  broiling  shore, 
To  trap  them  in  its  waters  when  they  roar 
Walled  up  three  sides — a  hecatomb,  a  hive  I 

Or,  were  the  negroes  that  down  south  did  thrive 
Among  the  cotton  and  the  corn,  much  more 
Bond-sla,vGS  than  Belgium's  sons,  who  the  brunt  bore 
And  holocaust  of  war,  yet  are  alive! 

Man  made  the  image  and  likeness  of  God, 

¥/hy  dost  thou  goad  thine  equal  like  an  ox, 

And  turn  him  to  a  chattel  like  a  dog  ? 

The  tyrant  will  be  whipped  of  Vengeance rod, 

With  riving  lightnings  of  the  equinox, 

From  deepest  hell  loaned,  the  vile  wretch  to  flog. 
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104— SPLINTERS. 

All  things  of  earth  must  totter  and  decay. 
Man 's  bliss,  poor  fool,  when  he 's  content,  will  shift 
Like  clouds  in  stately  cities,  that  soon  drift 
And  melt  into  amorphous  mincing  spray. 

Nor  can  we  buttress  a  secure  highway 
To  lead  across  Time's  river.   The  tide  is  swift 
And  strong,  and  when  its  swol'n  with  years,  will  lift 
The  bridge  and  fling  its  brief  crew  in  the  bay. 

Let's  swim  the  swell!  IVe  seen  ships  climb  the  hills 

At  sea,  like  birds  that  cheat  the  storm  awing. 

That  rolled  so  hugely  as  to  bare  land-sills. 

And  yet  to  heaven,  like  saints  in  bliss,  did  cling. 

We  '11  ride  the  hurricane  if  God  so  wills, 

And  to  His  harbor  our  souls — splinters  bring. 
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105«~-TACTICS. 

See  yonder  'gainst  the  rim  that  single  sail, 
Alone,  apart  from  the  sky's  swimming  host! 
It  wantons  wilfully  near  heaven's  coast, 
And  seems  to  court  a  combat,  though  it's  frail. 

Soon  heaven  is  a  hell — a  fiery  gale. 
And  disappears  he,  as  at  dawn  a  ghost; — 
Sound  tactics  'gainst  odds,  which  one  uses  most 
To  lure  his  foe,  pretending  full  to  fail. 

My  soul  in  this  blue  vasty  deep  of  time, 
Although  about  me  is  a  milky  way 
'  Of  men,  is  most  alone.    'Tis  then  sublime 
To  meet  misfortune,  strong  as  the  noon's  ray 
In  faith;  yet  if  the  cavalries  of  crime 
Attack,  retire,  fly  like  the  winds  away! 
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106— MAN. 

You  trudge  with  mighty,  or  with  mincing  stride, 
To  reach  the  arduous  summit  of  your  goal, 
Where,  in  content  may  rest  your  haggard  soul, 
As  rests  the  swan  that  rocks  upon  the  tide. 

Adventurer,  o'er  continents  you  ride 
Seeking  some  treasure  at  the  frozen  pole, 
At  risk  that  Nature  take  her  fatal  toll, 
As  you  pursue  pure  science  as  a  bride. 

Yet  who  the  slow-paced  berg  will  castigate, 

That  bids  the  buttressed  rocks  and  isles  make  way ; 

It  is  an  elemental  force  that  will  not  wait, 

Though  Comets '  congress  meet  to  give  it  stay. 

Man  is  a  Spirit  infinitely  great  ' 

in  its  compare,  can  he  be  wrecked  by  Fate? 
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107— IMMORTALITY. 

Will  Nature,  when  they're  ripe,  all  these  souls  yield 
To  Death's  sharp  scythe-    It  seems  so  short  before, 
That  Time's  ploughshare  ran  these  brief  furrows 
o'er, 

And  planted  seeds  in  Spring's  fresh  fertile  field. 

Now  Age,  like  signets,  all  these  rounds  has  sealed, 
And   sent   forth   fruits — an   Autumn's  plenteous 
On  every  stalk,  till  rotting  at  the  core,        [store — 
They  fall  by  Winter's  frost  to  be  congealed. 

Strange  harvest  this,  and  strange  the  granary, 
That  can  keep  only  half  of  Autumn's  gold, 
Storing  in  bins  of  immortality 
The  rest.   Our  clay  alone  can  the  graves  hold; 
Our  souls  from  all  earth's  winding  sheets  are  free, 
And  seek  their  rest  in  the  Good  Shepherd's  fold. 
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108— LIFE. 

AVhat  joys  and  sorrows  mingle  in  this  skein! 
Yet  it  is  they,  that  loom  and  shuttle  life, 
With  y^rn  that's  spun  by  harmony  and  strife, 
Tjive  we  on  earth,  or  trudge  the  ocean's  lane. 

Go  we  to  war  as  patriots  to  be  slain, 
And  part  with  little  ones  with  friends  and  wife; 
Stay  v/e  at  home  our  sword  the  pruning  knife, 
Yet  these  are  ever  present — loss  and  gain. 

But  why  this  plaint?  Life  must  have  light  and  shade. 
The  Artist  that  flings  clouds  across  the  sun, 
And  dims  the  glory  of  the  harvest  moon, 
Knows  well  the  dninty  technique  of  His  trade; 
— Knows  when  our  canvass  to  paint  dun. 
And  when  to  give  it  radiance  of  high  noon. 
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109— THE  MYSTIC. 

The  mead,  the  silver  stream,  the  mountain  pass, 
The  great  grey  prairie,  and  the  heathered  heath 
Are  dearer  than  Distinction's  laurel  wreath 
To  me ;  or  that  my  name  be  cut  in  brass. 

I  love  the  fields  of  wheat  the  waving  grass, 
That  runs  like  water  in  the  evening  breeze; 
And  all  my  leisure  from  toil's  grip  I  seize, 
To  drini:  of  Nature's  nectars  ere  they  pass. 

Creations'  glassed  in  birth  of  blushing  bud, 
It's  death's  seen  in  the  dying  chicadee. 
Think  you  for  men  these  miracles  are  vain? 
I  see  red  martyrs  in  the  rose's  blood, 
And  virgins  in  the  lily's  purity; 
Carnations  show  me  Christ  for  sinners  slain. 
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110— REMORSE. 

The  chalice  of  regrets  has  bitter  lees, 
Distilled  in  the  alembic  of  the  eye, 
Beneath  \yliich  furnaces  of  sorrow  sigh; 
As  in  the  hurricane  moan  dying  trees. 

Alas!   The  broken  hearts,  with  sin's  disease 
Must  nrarmur  bitterly  remorse,  and  cry 
To  God,  the  rivers  of  their  grief  to  dry; 
P^or  of  themselves  they  have  no  power  to  cease. 

What  is  Remorse?  A  monster  sent  from  hell 
Where  it  v^^as  born,  and  learned  in  fires  to  weep; 
Come  to  this  upper  world,  with  purposes  fell. 
To  make  men  in  sackcloth  and  ash(5s  creep; 
Trying  the  qualius  of  conscience  thus  to  quell, 
Rather  than  in  blue  sulphur  baths  to  sleep. 
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lll—EFFOET. 

If  Fortune's  whim,  or  Fates  inveterate  die 

Had  forestalled  Effort  in  his  feverish  race 

To  win  a  croAvn,  gemmed  with  rich  pearls  of  grace, 

By  forcing  him  in  beds  of  down  to  lie 

With  Wantonness,  and  there  loll  and  sigh 
In  sloth  still  deprecating  the  stale  place, 
Not  doing  deeds  to  disarm  deep  disgrace. 
That  must  undo  him  most  infallibly 

What  then?   The  earth  would  soon  decaj^  and  rot; 
The  air  were  poisoned  by  the  fumes  exhaled; 
The  sea  would  be  a  cesspool  of  dead  things : 
All  life  would  longing  pray  that  it  were  not ; 
The  plans  of  the  Creator  would  have  failed, 
AVhile  Chaos  triumphs  and  Time's  death-knell  rings. 
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112— VESSELS. 

Life 's  vessels  ride,  with  compass,  star  and  chart, 
The  vast  seas  of  fell  time  and  fateful  space; 
Yet  on  Succession's  billows  leave  no  trace, 
Nor  is  there  harbor  where  they  stop  and  start. 

They  seek  famed  fleeces  in  the  ocean  ^s  mart, 
Their  homes  and  cities  with  antiques  to  grace; 
They  seek  Arabian  gums  and  Belgian  lace 
Rare  gems  and  jewels,  from  earth's  farthest  part. 

All's  vanity.   The  Stars  and  Sun  and  Moon 
Sail  the  like  seas,  yet  nought  will  then  remain 
Of  them,  nor  of  their  gold  and  silver  cars, 
When  they  ride  into  the  eternal  main, 
Where  they'll  achieve  their  final  end  and  boon, 
Returned  to  God  for  His  great  glory's  gain. 
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113— SINN  FEIN. 

The  interned  fires  that  chafe  and  are  ot  strife 
Wax  violent  in  the  volcano 's  breast ; 
And  in  grim  mutiny's  red  garment  dressed 
Will  burst  the  bars  that  keep  their  frantic  life. 

Conspiracy  in  cellars  that  is  rife 
Will  not  in  these  cramped  confines  for  long  rest, 
But  borrowing  from  Revolt  a  fiendish  zest 
Leap  forth  and  deal  death  with  the  gun  and  knife. 

Rebellion,  that  was  named  Sinn  Fein,  as  suddenly 

At  midday,  with  a  concentrated  fire 

Of  muskets,  barked  like  a  menagerie 

Of  thunders  caged;  nor  did  they  soon  retire; 

For  they,  long  chained  had  languished  to  be  free, 

And  chose  rather  than  yield  there  to  expire. 
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114— THE  SKY. 

All  me !  the  fated  sky  does  not  control 
My  destiny.   No  fixed  star  there  can  frown, 
And  with  omnipotence  destroy  my  crown, 
And  then  usurp  the  kingdom  of  my  soul. 

As  surely  as  parts  constitute  the  whole, 

And  angels  from  heaven's  mansions  were  cast  down 

I  gain  success,  or  fail,  myself  alone. 

And  nought  but  Will  can  win  for  me  my  goal. 

Cease  then  to  offer  sweet  myrrh  to  your  star! 
Burn  thuribles  of  attar  to  the  heart! 
He  is  the  charioteer  that  drives  your  car; 
Though  Highest  Pov/ers  give  it  to  stop  and  start ; 
Nay  rule  all  nations  in  both  peace  and  war  ; 
Each  doing  under  Him  the  'pointed  part. 
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115— TRUSTEES. 

These  granges  bursting  with  their  golden  grain. 
Just  garnered  from  the  fatness  of  the  field, 
From  pillage  of  the  snow  and  frost  are  sealed. 
And  buifetings  of  April's  wind  and  rain. 

The  flocks  and  herds  that  on  the  heath  have  lain, 
Or  fearful  with  Jove's  riving  thunder  reeled, 
No  longer  bleat  and  low,  safe  'neath  your  shield, 
As  Caravels  that  cosy  harbors  gain. 

Thus  husband  v/e  the  gifts  and  goods  of  God, 
As  stewards  that  must  render  an  account 
Of  all  the  gold  and  silver  in  their  care ; 
For  we're  trustees,  that  for  misuse  or  fraud, 
The  gallows  of  His  Equity  must  mount, 
Till  we  pay  up  to  the  weight  of  a  hair. 
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116— TREASURES. 

All  money  and  all  wealth  are  nought  but  clay 
That  crumbles  in  the  crucible  of  time: 
The  soul  alone  that  feeds  on  the  Sublime 
Resists  the  rusting  chemicals  of  day. 

The  acids  that  etch  deep  an  ugly  way 

Right  through  the  minds  of  men  are  sin  and  crime 

Corrosive  as  of  carcasses  is  lime, 

That  in  a  trice  yield  them  to  mere  decay. 

Mount  high  then  mortals  on  the  wings  of  love : 
Leave  money,  wealth,  sin,  shame,  and  crime  behind 
To  misers,  libertines,  and  bacchanals: 
Who  store  no  treasures  in  the  heavens  above, 
But  bido  them  all  in  hell,  where  they  will  find 
Their  hist  and  lucre  burning  arsenals. 
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117— THE  WINDS  OF  MORN. 

The  winds  of  morn  thrum  many  a  vibrant  string 
That  gives  the  sleepless,  medicines  of  cheer, 
And  robs  the  horrid  nightmares  of  their  fear. 
That  like  a  demon  brooded  on  the  wing. 

Like  choirs  of  angels,  sent  by  heaven,  they  sing 
The  song  of  every  season  of  the  year — 
The  song  of  merry  May  and  Autumn  sear — 
Of  Summer  skies  and  Winter's  crackling  king. 

Are  ye  the  same  that  pound  the  Indian  seas, 

And  give  the  Equinox  volcanic  voice, 

When  Monsoons  overwhelm  the  works  of  man? 

If  so  I  must  this  tuneful  lyric  cease, 

And  with  the  Epic's  diapason  noise, 

The  dangers  locked  in  thy  great  thunder 's  den. 
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118_SWEET  DIAN. 

The  landscape  mantled  with  the  cope  of  night 
Is  fast  asleep.   The  witching  moon  presides 
Sceptred  and  crowned,  as  o  'er  the  scene  she  rides 
In  her  gemmed  car,  that 's  drawn  by  steeds  of  light. 

All  round  her  chariot  to  the  left  and  right 
Star-courtiers  help  her  to  rule  the  tides, 
That  wanting  such  strong  and  imperious  guides,  ' 
Would  with  the  continents  and  islands  fight. 

Sweet  Dian!   Thou  beneficient  bright  queen 

That  rule,  when  darkness  broods  o  'er  land  and  sea. 

Keep  them  apart  within  their  rightful  bounds! 

Guard  thou  the  forests'  and  the  gardens'  green! 

Lose  not  o'er  earth  thy  mystic  empery, 

Xor  let  the  Deluge  rule  where  life  abounds! 
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119— THE  SUBMARINE. 

Our  ship  flies  over  seas  that  blow  like  meads, 
Whose  daisies  make  our  eyes  flash  with  delight, 
As  when  the  sparkling  jev/els  of  the  night, 
Fling  copies  to  the  grass  and  flowers  and  weeds. 

We  seek  not  from  the  deep  to  sate  our  needs ; 
But  go  like  wanton  boys  to  sail  a  kite, 
And  drink  elixers  sweet  with  all  our  might. 
Putting  away  earth's  worries  wiles  and  greeds. 

But  submarine!  you're  bent  on  bloody  deeds 
That  blind  like  some  new  Gorgon  human  sight, 
And  cast  on  e'en  the  iron  soul  a  blight. 
That  horrent  hell,  with  all  its  fire,  exceeds. 
Good  God!  Prevent  Thou  these — this  very  night — 
Crimes  at  which  every  heart,  and  ocean,  bleeds. 
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120— THE  HEART. 

The  mind  like  midnight  has  a  thousand  eyes; 
The  heart  as  blind  as  Erebus  has  none: 
Yet  pitted  in  the  race  has  ever  won 
From  his  antagonist  Love's  richest  prize. 

And  when  they  come  into  God's  great  assize, 
Wearing  the  works,  that  in  the  flesh  they've  done; 
While  laboring  in  the  vineyard  'neath  the  sun, 
He  '11  crown  the  heart — the  sage  green  with  surprise. 

For  heaven  knows  no  law  but  love. 

Confessors,  martyrs,  virgins,  and  the  host 

Of  saints,  in  sweet  peace  and  delight,  there  dwell ; 

While  sages,  losing  the  lodelight  above 

Have  steered  hard-by  the  earth's  alluring  coast 

And  found  a  home  on  the  confines  of  hell. 
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121— PASSIONS. 

The  passions  burn  on  the  hearth  of  the  heart, 
And  through  the  windows  of  the  soul  the  glow 
Of  mad  convulsions,  that  rock  to  and  fro 
Our  frames,  is  seen.   The  conflagrations  start. 

Touched  by  a  torch,  that's  sudden  as  a  dart. 
Like  lightnings,  that  affright  the  timid  doe, 
When  speeds  the  arrow  from  the  hunter's  bow, 
In  splinters,  they  rive  that  most  vital  part. 

The  sea  would  rot,  were  it  not  worried  by  the  wind; 
The  earth  would  age,  without  the  youthful  air; 
Old  Sol  is  the  wild  charioteer  of  space; 
The  stars  like  colts,  that  he  has  left  behind, 
Move  on.   The  Great  God  exercised  much  care 
That  men,  like  orbs,  dynamics  were  of  race. 
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122— THE  CANNON'S  FOOD. 

Let  not  crowned  virtue  seek  again  reward 
For  what  it  was!   The  trophies  that  still  hang 
In  monuments,  show  mutely  how  world's  rang 
With  praise,  as  Valor  swooned  on  the  red  sward. 

There  see  his  blood-stained  lance,  his  trusty  sword, 
Both  bent,  one  broken  in  the  battle's  clang; 
Death  dealing  with  a  sharp  and  cruel  pang, 
Where  friend  and  foe  sank  down  a  nameless  horde. 

Suffice  it  that  the  virtue  of  the  dead 
Will  live  in  history's  tomes;  but  rest  not  you 
Who  still  stand  in  the  trench  on  laurels  won; 
With  such  as  you  must  cannons  still  be  fed! 
Then  reckless  rush  e'en  without  fond  adieu. 
Your  flag  and  God  to  serve,  fighting  the  Hun ! 
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123— EYES. 

From  night    swart  brow  look  down  a  thousand  ejeSy 

As  if  to  watch  the  minions  of  the  dark, 

And  all  their  deeds  of  deviltry  to  mark, 

Till  morning  bursts  on  them  with  damned  surprise. 

Detectives,  they  spy  out  the  buried  prize 

For  sin  sleeps  sound  while  mounts  the  tuneful  lark^ 

In  glory  rising  from  the  leafy  park. 

To  sing  his  welcome  to  the  bright  sunrise. 

God's  eye  is  keener  than  the  eyes  of  nighty 
The  sun  with  all  his  glory's  darkness  sheer 
In  its  compare.  Fear  not  material  light. 
Revealing  only  objects,  that  are  near! 
Fear  God  and  do  what  conscience  says  is  right,. 
And  heed  not  then  the  most  censorious  seer! 
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124— THE  PURITAN. 

The  Stoic  moveless  is  in  sun  and  rain; 
Emotions  he  represses  as  evil; 
He  curbs  at  once  rebellions  of  the  will, 
Till  victory  in  vice  it  cannot  gain. 

The  appetite  for  pleasure  must  be  slain, 
The  passions  he  spends  day  and  night  to  kill; 
The  moods  of  fancy  he  controls  with  skill, 
Imaginary  happiness  to  gain. 

Yet  I  love  not  the  long-faced  puritan, 
Who  will  not  eat  or  drink  or  merry  be; 
But  broods  on  death  the  live-long  cheery  day. 
I 'd  rather  choose  the  mean  and  act  the  man, 
Tn  prayer  devout  the  while  paying  God's  fee 
And  singing  then  like  larks  at  dawn's  first  ray, 
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125— ARROGANCE. 

Proud  Arrogance  exacts  outrageous  fees; 
Obedience  prostrate  on  the  ground  must  kiss 
His  jeAvelled  hand.    Nor  thinks  he  it  amiss 
To  make  his  minions  plead  upon  their  knees 

To  drink  of  bitterness  the  bottom  lees. 
Humility  must  crouch  and  think  it  bliss 
To  creep  the  earth  and  with  the  serpents  hiss, 
If  it  his  pride  a  tittle  will  increase. 

But  Autumn  follows  Summer,  Summer  Spring. 
Whatever  you  sow  the  same  you'll  surely  reap. 
Right— Retribution  dogs  the  heels  of  wrong; 
So  arrogance  and  pride  the  while  may  sing. 
The  precipice  is  there,  the  fall  is  steep, 
Justice  and  Equity  to  God  belong. 
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126— PERFECTION. 

"Who  would  the  white  peaks  of  Perfection  climb 
Must  girded  be  with  Grace.   Man  cannot  scale 
Unarmed  its  foothills  'gainst  sin's  pelting  hail; 
Or  rise  from  where  the  cataracts  of  crime 

Engulf  him,  lolling  listlessly  the  time, 
Within  the  world's  and  wealth's  enchanting  pale; 
For  sloth  and  lust  there  turn  a  very  gale. 
That  hurls  its  victims  in  hell's  ooze  and  slime. 

If  so,  and  conscience  binds  man  to  the  best, 
Behooves  it  him  beware  the  pitchy  lake, 
And  equipped  full  against  the  storm  ascend, 
O'er  frowning  holders  to  the  dizzy  crest; 
Where  virgins,  saints  and  martyrs  ache 
To  welcome  him  to  joys  that  know  no  end. 
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127— THE  DEW. 

The  silver  that  like  diamonds  on  the  grass 
Shines,  fell  from  the  exchequer  of  the  stars 
Which,  they  carousing,  carried  in  their  cars, 
To  lure  with  lucre  the  moist  moonish  lass. 

Or  mayhap  'tis  the  panes  of  shivered  glass. 
That  Lucifer  and  Michael  in  their  wars 
Broke,  tutored  in  the  art  by  Mars, 
And  still  are  falling  as  the  centuries  pass. 

No !  no !  it  is  the  meal  of  angels '  wings 
That  limp,  such  as  falls  from  bright  butterflies 
The  winds  comb,  or  like  Manna  from  on  high 
Which  Moses  to  sore  wandering  Israel  brings, 
To  sate  their  hunger  and  assuage  their  cries, 
Who  in  the  dreary  desert  starve  and  die. 
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128— RESURRECTION. 

Deep  down  beneath  the  blankets  of  the  snow 
The  babes  are  sleeping,  wrapped  in  Winter's  folds — 
In  swaddling  clothes  as  neat  as  potters'  moulds, 
That  guard  them  safely  'gainst  their  frosty  foe. 

These  buds  will  rise  again  when  the  sun's  glow 
Proclaims  their  Easter  morn.   The  tomb  that  holds 
Them  prisoner  will  ope  its  jaws.    Their  souls 
Returned,  they  '11  seem  queen  Hera 's  bright  rainbow. 

Will  Resurrection  give  such  life  to  men? 

Will  sacred  dust  in  Belgium  that  makes  red 

The  rose,  and  in  the  Lusitania's  breast, 

Whose  riches  is  a  mine,  meet  once  again. 

And  march  by  our  great  (leneral  trained  and  led 

To  Heaven,  where  their  wrongs  will  be  redressed. 
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129— A  PROTOCOL. 

Can  Mediation  fling  a  rude  pontoon — 
A  protocol  o'er  angers,  that  converge 
In  war's  red  growling  gorge,  where  surge 
Opposing  armies  in  death's  cruel  swoon- 

Mayhap  its  kindly  office  can  stay  ruin 
Before  it  leaps  the  falls,  that  roar  the  dirge 
Of  every  living  thing,  that  has  the  coura^ge 
Or  madness,  to  eclipse  its  life  at  noon. 

No!!  not  to-day;  the  Allies  are  enraged: 
The  whole  arena's  in  the  Teutons'  hands. 
The  Coliseum  round  resents  thumbs  down 
The  predatory  pranks  of  this  Hun  clown. 
The  citizens  will  leap  down  on  the  sands 
And  fight  like  demons  till  the  dragon's  caged. 
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130— RENOWN. 

If  I  did  gain  and  keep  this  world's  renown 
What  were  it  worth?   An  nnsubstantial  gloss, 
A  parasite,  a  predatory  moss, 
A  cloud  that  makes  day's  kindly  monarch  frown 

And  cast  with  falling  tears  earth's  flowers  down. 
It  is  a  pillory,  a  cruel  cross, 
A  guillotine,  a  cancer,  death's  damned  loss; 
Yet  martyr  makes  me  not,  nor  grants  a  crown. 

Indeed  it  is  the  martyrs  that  teach  this: 

To  wear  coarse  garments  apt  to  be  dyed  red 

Vermilion,  garnet,  ruby.   In  their  bliss. 

They  would  be  disembowelled  on  the  bed 

Of  torture,  and  the  hands  that  kill  they'd  kiss, 

While  their  life 's  currents  are  most  rudely  shed. 
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131— WANDERERS. 

Some  stars  are  wont  their  orbits  to  escape 
And  range  the  heavens  far  and  wide.    They  seem 
The  foreign  fields  of  space  their  own  to  deem 
From  heaven  to  the  farthest  congealed  cape. 

Think  you  they're  bent  on  robbery  and  rape 
Off  where  the  day  star  sheds  his  earliest  beam! 
Or  is  it  their 's  to  fling  a  lonely  gleam 
To  zones  where  storms  of  darkness  the  sky  drape  ? 

Do  souls  thus  wander  freed  from  earthly  mould 
Before  they  enter  into  peace  and  rest? 
Do  they  parse  regions  pierced  with  heat  and  cold 
To  learn  the  land  of  promise  they'd  love  best? 
They  take  the  broad  or  straight  road  as  they're  told; 
Rest  sure  the  Just  Judge  will  rule  his  new  guest. 
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132— MUSKOKA. 

Aniid  the  glittering  lake  green  islets, lay, 
That  form  the  serried  banks  as  of  a  river. 
There  zephyrs  curl  the  waves  that  swell  and  quiver 
While  Dian's  diamonds  turn  the  night  to  day. 

From  living  rocks,  pour  down  white  foam  and  spra3^ 
As  if  they  came  flung  from  the  Eternal  Giver 
— Tiquors  that  Moses  was  wont  to  deliver 
To  Israelites  in  Wildernesses'  way. 

I  gazed  upon  the  stream,  the  bank,  the  lake. 
And  marvelled  not  that  heaven  bent  o'er  the  spot, 
And  flung  its  image  to  the  weird  wild  scene; 
For  in  the  wide  world,  land  and  sea  there's  not 
A  l)ower  of  swec  t  repose  so  soft  and  green 
As  those  Muskoka  isles  and  streamlets  make. 
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133— THE  FAITHLESS  MOON. 

See  yonder  burning  planet  of  tlie  niglit- — 
Tlio  Moon!   Think  you  it  is  tlie  same  that  looks 
Down  on  the  fields  of  Belgium,  where  the  brooks 
Run  red  with  men's  warm  blood,  and  in  their  flight 

Blast  the  fond  hopes  of  many  a  w^atching  wight 
Forlorn  at  home,  w^ho  peers  into  the  books 
Of  fate,  to  read  the  future  in  its  nooks — 
If  lovers  e'er  return  who  off  there  fight? 

Perfidious  Moon!  That  makes  men  mad  how  sweet 
You  seem!   How  moist  and  soft  your  silvery  face! 
How  could  you  pour  in  men  your  lunacy 
In  lieu  of  love,  till  hyenas  they  greet 
Their  brothers,  in  the  wild  and  fierce  embrace 
Of  death,  to  gain  a  worldly  empery^ 
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134— THE  TRAGEDY. 

Now  Dawn  breaks  the  embrace  of  dying  night 
And  dons  the  golden  livery  of  day, 
Weary  of  the  grey  weeds,  that  heavy  lay 
Upon  her  brow,  beaming  with  nascent  light. 

The  earth  just  waking  marvelled  at  the  sight, 
And  spread  her  emerald  carpets  for  the  ray. 
That  came  her  harbinger  singing  a  lay 
Of  joy,  to  all  oppressed  with  darkness'  blight. 

This  is  the  tragedy  when  youth  from  age 
Must  break  away.   The  honeybee  in  swarms 
Sets  a  new  empire  up  with  a  new  queen. 
Who  are  by  lusty  youths  pushed  off  the  stage 
In  time.    Even  old  Sol  that  the  world  warms 
One  day  nmst  bending  low  bow  from  the  scene. 
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135— NATURE'S  BOOK. 

Untrodden  are  the  caves  this  precipice 
Conceals,  e'en  by  the  feet  of  nimble  light 
That  hunts  down  all  the  hags  and  elves  of  night, 
Let  loose  by  hell  to  harry  men  in  bliss. 

The  tides  that,  in  their  moods,  the  heavens  kiss 
Creep  softly  through  these  doors,  and  without  sight 
Pass  by  the  demon  warders  in  their  might, 
Nor  any  nook  nor  cranny  in  the  cavern  miss. 

Here  on  this  beach  the  book  of  Nature's  closed. 

No  man  can  read  the  secret  of  the  tides. 

Nor  parse  the  problem  of  high  Phoebus'  heat. 

We  peer  in  caves  where  once  the  winds  reposed, 

Yet,  answer  curiosity  derides. 

These  are  the  prints  of  the  Creator's  feet. 
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136— THE  HUN. 

^^A  scrap  of  paper!   We  care  not  for  that" 
^^You  shall!"   The  ages  have  revered  the  truth 
Of  Moses'  law: — that  states  and  men  forsooth 
fCeep  faith,  not  beat  the  weaker  members  flat. 

&hl  Belgium  must  thou  rest  the  demons'  mat 
V^hereon  the  bloody  fiends  with  ruthless  tooth 
G^naw  at  thy  vitals  like  some  wolfish  sleuth 
Blind,  in  his  rage  and  hunger,  as  a  bat. 

bJo!  no!  There's  place  enough  in  God's  great  sun 

l^or  all.  How  sacred  are  the  rights  of  man 

Who  from  the  untilled  wastes  have  carved  a  home 

That's  dear  to  them  as  life!   You  cruel  Hun 

rlold  back  your  hordes!  nor  o'er  the  fat  vales  roam, 

Of  brothers,  making  earth  a  bloody  den. 
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137— POEBY. 

The  growing  years  throw  down  a  lengthening  shade, 
As  life  is  sinking  weary  in  the  west; 
The  vspirits  ardor  out — the  spirits  zest, 
That  youth  one  constant  round  of  riot  made. 

At  fifty  enter  we  the  gloomy  glade 
¥/ith  Age,  who  strives  and  longs  to  look  his  best, 
Still  burnishing  with  vigor  Beauty's  crest; 
But  vain  he  can't  make  young  the  wrinkled  jade. 

Yet  there's  no  land,  no  sphere,  no  age,  no  time 
Where  solaces  and  sweets  don't  consolate 
The  heart:  And  in  this  forest  the  sublime, 
The  loss  of  sense  and  song,  will  compensate; 
One  can  pure  Poesy  pursue  in  lofty  ryhme 
— Beguile  the  sombre  hours  left  us  by  Fate. 
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138— SERVICE. 

What  are  they  worth  wealth,  heroism,  fame? 
Do  they  fill  up  the  soul's  great  gaping  void? 
They — one  and  all  with  hollowness  alloyed — 
Seem  just  a  nam-e,  nought  more  but  just  a  name. 

What  else  has  worth  but  service  in  life's  game? 
All  selfish  gains  have  deeply  men  annoyed. 
The  soul  that  serves  society  is  buoyed, 
And  he  who  serves  God  gains  earth's  oriflamme. 

'Tis  strange  perspective  does  most  men  escape; 
Their  eyes  bent  on  the  sod  they  only  see 
Things  earthly.  Why  don't  they  peruse  the  sky 
The  vasty  deeps  of  heaven  and  hell?   The  ape 
All  else — eats,  sleeps  and  plays — as  well  as  we 
Can  do.   Let's  seek  and  serve  our  God  on  high. 
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139— THE  COMET. 

This  fiery  orb  erratic,  that  doth  plough 
His  lonely  furrow  in  the  sky  by  night, 
For  centuries  must  wander  in  his  flight 
Ere  he  bediadem  again  earth's  brow. 

To  his  vast  retinue  afire  stars  bow, 
Too  conscious  that  he  sows  disease  and  blight 
About  his  lethal  course  to  left  and  right; 
But  to  assuage  these  ills  at  once,  they  vow. 

Men  too  gaze  at  his  roaming  wild  career. 

And  wonder,  who  gives  rein  to  this  strange  steed, 

For  ages  they  have  trembled  white  with  fear 

And  watched  the  heavens  wounded  bleed. 

But  stay  !  God  keeps  him  with  the  orbs  in  gear 

And  he  must  law  and  order  like  men  heed. 


—39— 


SONNETS  OF  A  RECLUSE 


140— ETERNITY. 

fii  tlie  vast  vaults  of  time  life  is  a  day — 
A  vSylLsble  so  short  in  the  long  range 
Of  things,  where  all  is  constant  interchange, 
That  men  begin  in  its  morji  to  decay. 

Tiir  y  liave  small  chance  in  their  sublunar  stay 
To  eon  the  spheres  so  grand  sublime  and  strange 
Sinc«%  soon  men's  souls  escape  their  earthly  grange 
For  heaven  mantled,  or  hell's  murky  way. 

But  what  of  that!  Have  we  no  faith?  Is  death 
The  end  of  man,  and  immortality 
A  dream  of  superstition?    There's  a  sphere 
Beyond  this  measured  vale  of  tears  and  breath, 
Where  men  stei  on  the  stage  then  cease  to  be, 
Incomparably  grander  than  'tis  here. 
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141— PRAYER. 

In  Politics,  in  Ethics,  and  in  Law, 
Or  in  the  path  of  Science 's  sacred  wood. 
Where  beacons  once  the  priestly  Druids  stood, 
One  must  from  purest  fountains  knowledge  draw; 

That  Truth's  whole  garment  be  without  a  flaw, 
And  Beauty,  Worth,  Integrity,  and  Good, 
Be  brilliant  with  the  blushes  of  pure  blood;- 
Though  Ignorance  and  Prejudice  blow  raw. 

A  fount  of  light  in  circumambient  gloom 

It  is ;  and  clearer  than  the  orb  of  day. 

Nor  may  mere  man  with  mortal  eyes  presume 

To  see  without  its  glass.   Our  sight  of  clay 

Must  pierce  clouds  windowed  by  the  thunder's  boom. 

Where  God  gives  men  in  prayer  His  clear  bright  ray. 
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142— EXPERIENCE. 

Streams,  swoPii  by  Spring's  floods,  as  crystals  pure 
Become,  when  they're  purged  of  the  ochre  clay — 
Or  diamonds  that  flash  with  the  lightning's  ray 
In  Afric,  where  they're  lanterns  to  the  Moor: — 

Then  floAv  augmented  Mississippis  to  the  door 
Where  the  gulf  swallows  them  as  night  does  day 
In  estuaries,  that  with  thunders  bray 
Before  the  sparkling  stranger  they'll  endure. 

'Tis  so  with  sinners  muddied  in  their  youth 
With  madly  running  currents  in  their  blood; 
Who  ran  away  like  Prodigals  forsooth, 
And  the  far-country  sought  full  many  a  rood; 
Till  Conscience  cleared  and  they  were  glad  to  tooth 
The  husks  with  swine  and  swear  it  dainty  food. 
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143— DEATH. 

There  lies  his  swath.   His  scythe,  as  razors  keen, 
Awaits  the  rose,  the  lily,  the  gnarled  oak. 
With  an  impartial,  measured,  ruthless,  stroke; 
And  neither  spares  the  king,  courtier,  nor  queen. 

Decay  and  dust  wait  on  the  worlds  of  sheen: 

The  stars  escape  not  dissolution 's  tightening  yoke ; 

Though  whole  pleromas  of  suns  they  invoke, 

To  save  them  from  this  doom's  decree  and  spleen. 

This  common  cosmos-fate  should  reconcile 

Man  to  his  lot.  The  burden  of  the  years 

Besides  must  mock  poor  old  mortality; 

And  make  an  exodus  from  earth's  exile 

As  welcome  as  to  Israel  in  tears. 

When  they  dashed  in  the  flood  of  the  Red  Sea. 
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144— THE  VOID. 

The  garish  sun  with  blood-shot  burning  eye 
Stares  at  the  folk  of  forest,  stream,  and  farm; 
Yet  they  not  shake  or  show  fear  or  alarm, 
That  he  plunge  from  his  orbit  in  the  sky. 

The  angered  tide  sweeps  toward  the  land,  yet  I 
With  nature's  urchins  sense  no  beetling  harm, 
As  waves  break  on  the  shore  icy  or  warm. 
Once  mountains,  that  roared  running  fierce  and  high. 

The  stars  shoot  from  their  spheres.  Why  not  the  sun 
And  sea^  The  Lord  has  given  them  both  laws 
A  fixed  career  and  course  and  they  obey. 
Yet  when  the  sands  of  time  for  them  have  run, 
And  men  and  things  return  to  their  First  Cause, 
They  will  in  empty  space  no  longer  stray. 
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145— FOOLS. 

Day  youthlike  rushes  forth  when  pale  night  dies, 
And  tramples  o'er  the  silver  on  the  lawn, 
Bnanie^led  by  the  Fairies  long  ere  dawn 
— Morn's  herald — did  from  his  deep  slumbers  rise. 

They  had  brought  metal  from  mines  m  the  skies 

And  with  most  dainty  touches  laid  it  on, 

That  when  the  reign  of  Erebus  was  gone, 

Day  might  wear  jewels  like  night's  sparkling  eyes. 

What  fools  these  Fairies  w^ere  to  dress  the  mead 
For  Day  that, — like  some  king  with  right  divine 
Who  strides  and  struts  o'er  his  despised  empire,— 
Cannot  abide  with  them!   May  God  us  speed. 
We  are  such  idiots  oft!   Let's  offer  wine 
And  bread  to  God  alone  our  spirit  Sire, 
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146— THE  STORM. 

Wherefore  oh!  storm  dost  thou  eclipse  the  sun 
At  noondaj^,  when  it  lights  the  seamy  earth, 
Flinging  bright  radiance  round  full  half  its  girth, 
To  cleanse  bog,  moor,  and  fen  that  all  men  shun! 

Wherefore  with  fire  dost  thou  the  living  stun, 
And  rob  the  happy  urchins  of  their  mirth, 
A  specially  given  gift  by  God  at  birth. 
To  them,  to  charm  old  age  and  grief  with  fun? 

Then  listen  child!   Cans't  thou  not  straight  behold 

In  me  the  Being  of  the  Mighty  God 

— His  voice  in  thunders  that  make  the  earth  reel 

— His  ire  in  lightnings  that  the  oceans  scold? 

— His  equity  in  the  rain  on  the  sod 

— His  justice  in  the  crops,  that  hungers  heal. 
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147— PROVIDENCE. 

These  busy  buds  next  Winter  will  content 
Our  appetites.   The  heralds  of  the  corn — 
Like  dazzling  dandelions  that  meads  adorn— 
Will  be  with  bars  of  gold  in  Autumn  bent. 

Like  Joseph's  brethren  to  old  Egypt  sent, 
Oppressed  with  famine — hungry  and  forlorn— 
In  whom  hope,  misery's  medicine  was  born, 
We  '11  gaze  on  Ceres '  bins  with  plenty  pent. 

With  milk  and  honey  when  the  snows  are  driven 
By  Spring  to  caverns  dark,  is  the  land  blest; 
For  then  the  dead  will  rise  again  and  grow. 
What  Providence  in  nature  has  God  given 
To  men!   In  Winter  all  must  sleep  and  rest. 
That  Spring  one  universal  garden  blow. 
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148— LIGHT, 

The  night  sky  moves  around  the  circus-ring; 
It  seems  like  a  vast  dappled  hippodrome 
To  me.    No  Coliseum  in  ancient  Rome, 
Or  all  the  world  is  like  this  marvellous  thing. 

In  it  are  studded  stars  that  flying  sing 
Like  cherubs;  yet  they  seem  to  be  at  home 
Quite  fixed  and  moveless  in  that  mighty  dome, 
To  which  except  colt-comets  they  all  cling. 

Why  do  the  spheres  in  unison  do  that? 

There  surely  is  a  Light  beyond  the  sky 

That's  visible  to  them  which  we  can't  see. 

Let's  cling  to  It  with  Faith  prostrating  flat 

Like  angels  round  God's  throne;  we'll  see  Him  bye- 

And-bye;  till  then  content  with  Hope  let's  be. 
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149— HERE. 

The  storm-king  with  red  sceptre  rules  the  sky, 
And  flings  it  in  his  fury  'gainst  the  deep 
And  land  recalcitrant,  till  they  both  creep 
Obedient  like  the  hiding  stars  on  high. 

That  when  he  first  began  to  scowl  and  sigh 
Like  Aetna,  rushed  back  headlong  in  a  heap 
Not  luckless,  for  the  clouds  behind  them  weep 
In  torrents,  under  whips  his  thunders  ply. 

Think  you  they  stood  'gainst  guns  or  were  they 
As  armies  are  in  war,  when  ambush  opes  [caught 
Her  caves,  and  lets  her  harpies  on  them  fall? 
The  first  were  far  the  better  part.  He 's  wrought 
Of  finest  metal  who  with  Fortune  copes 
And  answers  ^^here"  at  Fate's  first  clarion  call. 
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150— LOVE. 

When  clothed  in  inky  crepe  Love 's  casket  lies, 
The  house  it  once  inhabited  is  drear; 
For  all  its  merriment  is  drugged  with  fear, 
And  laughter,  like  the  lightnings  from  it  flies. 

It  is  the  master-spirit  and  when  it  dies 
The  person  it  served,  yellow  now  and  sear, 
Droops,  as  drops  from  his  eye  full  many  a  tear, 
And  from  his  heart  breaks  groans  and  piteous  sighs. 

When  Love  goes  out  Life  might  as  well  go  too; 

Renown  and  fortune,  gold  and  silver  all 

Fill  not  our  fancy  for  a  single  hour: 

But  busied  we're  with  mounds  beneath  the  yew, 

Where  sleep  our  sires;  for  one  day  soon  the  call 

Of  death  will  fix  us  in  that  lonely  bower. 
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151— LAWS. 

Minutest  things  obey  fixed  laws  as  Mars 
When  he  moves  round  the  sun.   The  ocean wave 
Makes  courtesies  to  the  Moon.  When  the  clouds  rave 
They're  driven  mad  by  some  whim  of  the  stars. 

The  state  flings  criminals  behind  strong  bars, 
Society  from  menace  dread  to  save, 
And  when  it  calls  to  war  the  young  and  brave 
It  is  to  quell  some  prince  that  all  law  mars. 

Why  are  the  nations  at  the  Kaiser's  throat! 

Does  he  not  plead  an  injured  innocence — 

Call  loud  to  God  to  justify  his  cause 

And  from  the  Scriptures  copiously  quote- 

Aye  even  so,  but  it  is  vain  pretence, 

And  men  must  crush  him  to  preserve  the  laws. 
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152— HEAVEN. 

There  is  no  gulf  between  heaven's  life  and  mine 
Fixed;  for  in  dreams  I've  wandered  o'er  the  brinks, 
That  soldered  are  as  in  a  chain  the  links, 
Where  multitudes,  like  me,  came  to  the  shrine. 

We  were  intoxicated  as  with  wine; 
For  every  earthly  mere  distinction  sinks 
To  nothingness,  where  every  soul  just  thinks 
Of  every  other  as  being  divine. 

Methinks  that  heaven  must  be  everywhere, 
For  sleep  has  no  divinity  to  wrench 
It  from  the  skies  right  here  beside  the  bed. 
We  thought  we  had  to  climb  the  lofts  of  air: 
But  that  was  childish;  heaven's  in  the  trench 
As  well  as  at  the  Cross  where  Jesus  bled. 
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153— ANGER. 

The  just  man  in  his  anger,  like  the  flint, 
Will  flash  with  fire,  but  straight  is  cold  again : 
'Tis  other  with  the  common  herd  of  men, 
Whose  eyes  with  scintillations  snapping  glint; 

And  like  the  yellow  metal  in  the  mint 
Glow  like  the  morning  sun.  The  tiger's  den 
Showing  like  night  with  twinkling  stars  has  been 
Compared  to  unschooled  tempers'  flaming  tint. 

You've  seen  the  engine  climb  yon  rugged  hill 
And  seemingly  enjoy  the  steep  ascent; 
You've  seen  the  waters  run  the  old  saw-mill 
With  undiminished  strength  that  knows  no  lent. 
Thus  Anger's  power's  in  passion  and  the  will, 
Yet  Will  to  rule  the  world  and  heaven  was  sent. 
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154— THE  BEES. 

These  midgets  that  shoot  to  and  from  the  hive 
Build  causeways  rar^  within.    They  bring 
Their  boulders  from  the  m'^ads  and  grumbling  sing, 
Like  Pharao's  slaves,  that  'neath  the  whips  did 
strive 

Brick  without  straw  to  make.    Their  queen  doth 
drive 

Her  dromaderies  a-field,  while  the  drone-king 
Basks  on  his  sunny  throne,  nor  moves  a  wing 
Though  his  empire  is  buzzing  all  alive. 

The  lightnings  when  they  slash  the  night  with  fire^ 
The  thunders  when  they  make  the  welkin  roar, 
Do  not  astound  me  like  this  mock  empire. 
My  mind,  like  eagles  when  on  high  they  soar, 
Mount  to  the  daisy  meadows,  where  the  choir 
Of  angels  do  their  Queen's  minutest  chore. 
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155— ORDER. 

Your  Sovereignty  loves  subjects,  that  retire 
0 '  nights  and  sleep  the  sleep  of  peace ;  for  war 
Domestic,  the  prince  justly  does  abhor, 
That  in  republics  would  cut  his  empire. 

The  citizens  to  govern  who  aspire, 
Peace,  happiness  and  order,  fatally  mar; 
With  rebel  angels  they  are  on  a  par, 
IVho  now  burn  buried  in  eternal  fire. 

For  hierarchy  holds  imperial  sway 
Throughout  the  universe.   A  thousand  kings — 
Differing  like  stars  in  glory,  whose  array 
In  love  look  down  upon  their  underlings — 
Are  the  bright  orbs,  that  cheer  the  day 
And  night,  and  one  great  monastery  sing. 
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156— DEATH. 

The  stocks  stand  wilted  on  the  harvest  field: 
Each  blade  of  late  was  decked  with  golden  crown ; 
And  daily  wore  a  dainty  saffron  gown; — 
Held  in  its  hand  a  fretful  bristling  shield. 

Then  came  the  harvesters.   No  match  they  yield 
Unto  the  sickle's  stroke;  nor  do  they  frown 
As  they  sink  stricken  in  the  melee  down, 
Like  lambs  to  slaughter  led  whose  fate  is  sealed. 

Nor  is  it  else  with  men.   Death  bides  his  time,  . 
Until  the  head  hangs  heavy  on  the  stem. 
Is  it  in  youth,  in  manhood,  or  in  prime, 
Ruthless  the  ripest  stalk  he  will  condemn. 
Regardless  that  we're  saintly  and  sublime. 
Like  Jews  the  Christ,  our  claims  he  will  contemn. 
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157— THOUGHTS. 

There  is  a  fountain  halfway  up  that  hill 

That  like  a  geyser  boils  the  live-long  day, 

And  leaping  down  its  cascades  finds  a  way 

To  this  vast  plain,  which  seems  the  mountain's  sill. 

From  there,  where  it  is  but  a  piping  rill, 
It  flows  a  flood- tide  to  the  swelling  bay; 
For  tributaries  to  its  waters  stray. 
Drawn  by  its  siren-song  that  ne'er  is  still. 

Such  is  the  fountain  of  the  mind.   Thought  springs 

Eternal  and  flows  down  the  slopes  of  time, 

And  far  beyond  into  eternity. 

For  good  or  ill  an  albatross  it  wings 

It 's  sleepless  way.  Be  it  high  and  sublime 

In  heaven  it  lives :  sinful  it  dwells  in  helL 
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158— THE  MANDRAGORA. 

The  thistle  and  the  bur  stick  to  the  smock. 

Is  it  alrectioii  makes  them  to  us  cling? 

Not  so;  they  have  the  serpent's  tooth  and  sting, 

Armed  for  deep  purpose  like  the  poisonous  dock. 

The  Mandr agora  doth  our  clamors  mock, 
And  make  the  meadows  with  its  protest  ring; 
Where  Nature  in  her  loveliness  doth  sing, 
To  reassure  us  'gainst  the  mystic  shock. 

Men  thue;  are  taught  from  license  to  abstain; 
Not  everything  on  earth  is  for  their  good. 
True  there  are  milk  and  honey,  sun  and  rain, 
Elixirs,  medicines,  raiment  and  food; 
But  dissolution,  sin,  disease  and  pain. 
Recall  the  tragedy  of  Holyrood. 
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159— A  PRAYER. 

Far  off  from  yon  horizon  blows  a  gale — 
Like  serpents  armed  with  stings  and  chisel-teeth — 
That  frills  fresh,  mountains  with  a  lily  wreath, 
As  it  amain  meets  our  amazed  sail. 

And  how  the  women  with  white  fear  did  wail 
And  weep,  as  they  beheld  the  horrid  heath, 
With  bodies  strewn  and  gold,  the  ship  beneath. 
There  sunk  stark  blinded  with  the  wind  and  hail. 

()  God!  save  us  and  ours  from  storms  at  seal 
When  Winter  robes  the  ship  in  ghastly  white — 
A  bride  by  Neptune  held  that  would  be  free : 
Save  all  that  trade  and  tread  this  hell  at  night ; 
And  if  they  must  pass  to  eternity. 
Grant  them  a  heavenly  harbor  in  Thy  sight! 
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160— THE  ELM. 

At  noon  the  great  majestic  elm  stands  there, 
And  in  the  fretful  breezes  bows  and  smiles ; 
As  'neath  its  shade  the  horned  herd  it  beguiles, 
And  stems  the  torrent  of  the  noonday  glare. 

Amid  its  grove  of  leaves — a  bower  rare — 
A  thousand  birds  repose,  attired  in  styles 
The  rainbow  loves,  and  with  their  pretty  wiles 
They  gossip  of  their  loves  as  free  as  air. 

How  I  rejoice  to  see  the  flocks  and  herds  at  ease, 
The  guests  of  Nature  in  her  kindliest  mood, 
In  this  grand  mansion  made  by  her  own  hand! 
I  would  that  men  should  their  conventions  cease. 
And  meet  in  millions  in  the  leafy  wood. 
Their  health  and  happiness  thus  to  increase. 
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161— THE  CALL. 

High  hopes,  that  run  ahead  like  a  boy's  hoop, 
Fall  flat  when  Time's  frost  leaves  us  cold, 
Congealing  streams  once  romping  wild  and  bold; 
And  then  it  dawns  on  us  youth  is  a  dupe. 

'Tis  years  since  in  the  bounding  gay  chaloupe 
We  leaped,  and  went  in  quest  of  life 's  panned  gold. 
And  now  returning  feeble,  bent  and  old 
With  a  whole  mint,  dissatisfied  we  droop. 

'Tis  better  late  to  learn  than  not  at  all; 

That  caging  sunbeams,  sating  appetites. 

Is  business  of  the  body  not  the  soul. 

There  is  from  the  vast  vaults  of  heaven  a  call 

Comes  to  all  men,  to  leave  the  sounds  and  sights 

Where  sirens  sing,  and  gain  a  higher  goal. 
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162— ILLUSIONS. 

Did  youth  once  dream  its  joys  should  ever  fade, 
Or  manhood  sense  that  health  should  lose  its  glow, 
Or  age  that  honors  should  ere  cease  to  grow. 
Life  would  become  at  once  a  hobbling  jade. 

Illusion  ever  plies  his  tricky  trade, 
And  hides,  that  others  reap  what  we  do  sow, — 
That  Time  will  in  our  furrows  fling  his  snow. 
And  freeze  the  pretty  buds  that  there  we  laid. 

That 's  Nature 's  way.  It 's  wine  at  every  stage 

Intoxicates  the  sense  and  opiates 

The  soul;  thus  we  can  see  the  golden  age 

Just  dawning,  though  we  're  near  the  western  gates 

Of  life,  and  there  remains  one  only  stage 

Wherein  to  make  our  wills  passing  the  straight. 
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163— HEAVEN'S  DRAMA. 

Whoso  lets  down  that  curtain  blears  the  scene, 
And  steals  the  beauty  out  of  day.   The  sun 
Like  a  great  actor  mounts  the  stage,  and  none 
There  is  but  loves  his  glamor  and  his  sheen. 

As  he  ascends  the  steps,  by  millions  he  is  seen, 
Who  feel  at  noon  the  play  is  but  begun. 
Alas !  the  storm  then  fires  his  grumbling  gun, 
And  clouds  roll  o'er  the  stage  the  dunnest  screen. 

What  a  vast  theatre  before  me  stands! 
La  Scala  with  its  steps  is  nought  to  this, 
Nor  pantheons,  nor  minsters  made  by  handSe 
Up  its  great  lofts  mount  men  to  lasting  bliss. 
They  go  there  from  the  many  seas  and  lands 
Of  earth,  so  they  will  not  heaven's  drama  miss. 
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164— MORALS. 

The  epicure  seeks  pleasure  as  Ms  end, 
Like  larks  that  sing  because  song  sates  the  heart; 
They  search  like  humming-birds  the  field  and  mart 
For  dainties,  with  substantials  bare,  to  blend. 

The  Stoics,  appetite  and  will,  to  bend 

And  drudgeries  of  duty  do,  live  monks  apart 

As  anchorites,  who  like  wild  deer  do  start 

At  human  voice,  that  would  their  needs  attend. 

If  God  made  men  with  appetites,  they're  good. 
The  sense  of  duty  is  a  higher  law. 
Let  us  then  take  with  thanks  our  food, 
Nor  fill,  with  foulest  gluttony,  our  maw; 
Remembering  Him,  Who  died  on  Holy  Rood, 
In  paths  of  righteousness  all  men  to  draw. 
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165— ELEGIES. 

The  baleful  elegies  of  man  though  loud 
And  deep,  are  light  and  little  in  compare 
With  Nature 's  epics,  when  she,  poor  and  bare 
Mourns  the  career  of  sons  that  did  her  proud. 

When  Winter  announced  death,  she  groaning  bowed 
Her  bald  old  head,  and  rent  the  biting  air 
With  dirges  and  with  dolores,  that  like  prayer 
To  God  oft  is,  were  with  deep  grief  endowed. 

Why  is  it  there  is  planted  in  our  breasts 
The  sense  of  sorrow'   Why  does  the  towering  oak, 
The  beetling  pine  sough  as  with  grief  and  die? 
Why  do  the  scions,  whose  sires  willed  them  crests, 
Weep  as  they  fall  'neath  death's  impartial  stroke! 
God's  curse  and  Adam's  sin  upon  them  lie. 
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166— FEARS. 

Fond  foolish  conduct,  coined  by  moonish  fears, 
Destroy  tlie  order  of  worlds  flung  in  space 
By  God; — the  denizens  of  every  place 
Inhibit,  in  their  course  and  high  careers. 

It  spills  the  cup  of  happiness  that  cheers 
The  broken  heart:  of  comely  grace 
And  beauty,  that  earth  boasts  it  leaves  no  trace ; 
But  every  eye  with  grief  and  sadness  blears. 

Yet  who  escapes  sad  moments  when  the  skies 
Are  dark;  when  sun  and  moon  and  stars  give  not 
Their  wonted  light;  when  fears  distract  the  head 
And  wreck  the  heart?   To  Him  Who  ne'er  denies 
Us  light  let  us  then  go!   He'll  change  our  lot. 
Or  give  us  strength  our  rugged  way  to  tread. 
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167— KINGDOMS. 

Ah!  tell  me  little  one  cans't  thou  not  see 
The  kingdoms  just  beyond  the  setting  sun  ! 
Dost  thou  not  feel  that  when  the  sands  are  run 
Of  time  there  will  begin  eternity? 

You  seem  to  think,  that  with  the  beast  and  tree 
That  die  with  day,  man's  work  is  done 
When  he  is  dead.   Scarcely  is  it  begun, 
The  souPs  a  spirit  and  from  death  is  free. 

Is  it  immortal?  It  must  live  for  aye 
In  heaven  or  in  hell,  and  praises  sing 
Or  cursing  serve  in  the  kingdoms  of  God. 
If  it  be  mortal,  we  shall  sleeping  lie 
With  worms — return  to  dust.  Rather  I  cling- 
To  Revelation's  promises  and  rod. 
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168— LIFE. 

Life 's  mingled  yarn  has  threads  of  white  and  black 
In  it ;  all  through  the  straggling  web  they  run 
Right  to  the  end;  once  they  were  by  the  jenny  spun, 
The  spinner  plied  them  round  and  round  the  rack; 

The  weaver  wove  them  fit  for  princes'  back; 
The  tailor  fitted  them:  when  it  was  done 
It  seemed  just  right  and  I  thought  I  had  won, 
Instead,  I  found  it  was  a  shroud,  a  sack, 

A  winding  sheet  a  scapular.   Well!  well! 

Is  that  the  sum  of  all  that  yarn?  Is  that 

The  end  of  all  that  cloth — that  web — that  skein? 

Oh  no!   There  is  somewhere  a  heaven  and  hell. 

I  won't  consent  to  die  just  like  a  rat, 

I  want  to  live  with  God  and  a  crown  gain. 
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169— TIME. 

Time  shuttles  in  her  loom  the  day,  the  hour, 
The  minute  that  metes  life  to  me.   No  more 
Recks  he  of  men  than  fling  them  on  the  shore, 
Where  spreads  eternity  its  endless  bower. 

Along  the  way  the  storms  of  sin  may  lower 
— ^May  break  and  on  their  heads  in  torrents  pour ; 
— About  their  paths  the  elements  may  roar. 
Yet  he  prevents  it  not — has  not  the  power. 

He 's  merely  weaver,  and  he  stops  the  loom 

When  all  the  yarn  is  gone.  That's  wise.  Would  that 

We  men  endowed  with  reason  and  with  will 

Did  thus  our  task!   There  would  be  for  slaves  room 

To  live  as  freemen,  who  doff  not  the  hat 

To  the  world-monster  and  his  hard  tread-mill. 
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170— THE  MASS. 

I  mount  these  steps  as  gainly  as  the  lark, 
That  seeks  each  morn  an  altar  in  the  sky, 
Whereon  to  lay  his  song.   So  soars  on  high 
With  sacrifice  my  heart,  that  in  the  dark 

Deep  night  was  sad,  to  offer  it  with  mark 
Of  reverence  to  God.    I  see  just  nigh 
The  cruel  cross,  and  hear  His  piteous  sigh, 
Who  died  for  me  there,  stiff  and  stark. 

How  welcome  is  the  morn  to  me!   Hov/  sweet 
At  sunrise,  when  the  lark  flutes  his  first  song 
To  fling  away  the  phantoms  of  the  night. 
And  with  the  universal  throng  to  greet 
My  God  with  bread  and  wine — gifts  that  belong 
To  Him  made  pleasing  by  prayer  in  His  sight. 
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171— THE  LEAF. 

E^en  Autumn    sear  leaf  paints  for  us  the  fall 
Of  dynasties,  of  empires,  and  of  stars. 
That  in  the  farthest  heaven  wheel  their  cars; 
For  they  must  too,  heed  Fate 's  first  call 

That  doth  with  fear  and  grief  all  things  appal  ;^ 
As  when  at  last,  men  view  the  horrid  bars 
Of  the  grim  death-cell  that  for  ever  mars 
The  hope  of  scaling  the  deep  dungeon  wall. 

Then  must  we  atomies,  that  in  the  sun 
Our  little  lives  while  playfully  away. 
Make  pause  and  read  the  writing  on  the  sky; 
Where  great  white  cities  in  a  moment  run 
To  nought,  showing  how  soon  we  shall  decay 
Returning  to  our  God  Who  dwells  on  high. 
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172— VICTORY. 

How  shall  we  win  our  just  and  noble  cause? 
Let  loose  the  dogs  of  war,  that  victory  yield, 
On  Neptune's  wastes  and  on  the  tented  field; 
And  give  to  bloody  Mars  nor  rest  nor  pause! 

Rush  to  the  trench  and  take  Death  by  the  jaws! 
Snatch  from  his  bony  hand  his  wonted  shield, 
E  'en  when  Destiny  and  Fate  your  doom  have  sealed, 
Burst  from  the  clutch  of  war's  resistless  paws! 

Such  manly  valor  only.  She  will  woo. 
For  sparing  and  most  dainty  is  her  choice. 
No  laggard  can  obtain  her  heart  and  hand, 
'Tis  useless  then  at  home  for  us  to  sue; 
We  must  haste  to  the  war,  where  in  the  noise 
And  din  of  hell,  she  crowns  the  winning  band. 
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173_WORK. 

I  Ve  worked  till  waked  the  clarion  cock  of  morn 
— Kept  vigil  with  the  sentinel  stars  on  high, 
The  deep  lake  conning  of  the  awful  sky 
Till  in  me  lofty  thoughts  of  God  were  born. 

Thus  when  alone  at  night  I'm  not  forlorn, 
For  with  my  angel  to  heaven's  loft  I  fly. 
E'en  when  the  humblest  offices  I  ply, 
Mid  poverty  or  plenty's  bursting  horn. 

Then  work  my  child  and  learn  to  labor  still; 
This  is  the  balm  of  every  human  ill; 
For  'tis  to  pray  to  use  one's  talents  well! 
Plant  deep  this  habit  in  thy  early  will, 
And  then  defy  the  demons  all  of  hell, 
For  duty  done  to  God  is  their  death-knell! 
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174— THE  SMILING  EYE. 

The  smiling  eye  is  like  the  harbor  light, 
That  to  the  sinking  city  shows  the  reef, 
Where  sisters'  corses  lie  in  watery  grief; 
For  it  makes  worlds  of  sorrow  morning  bright, 

And  carries  sunshine  to  the  weeping  wight. 
It  is  a  heavy  ointment  that  gives  sleep 
To  widows,  waifs,  and  orphans,  when  they  weep, 
And  turns  to  noon  the  horrors  of  midnight. 

Ah!  who  is  there  would  not  be  like  the  sun 

At  dawn,  that  peaks  so  playfully  about 

And  smiles  upon  the  heavy  hazy  earth? 

AVith  laughing  eyes  like  some  sweet  pale-faced  nun 

Let's  exorcise  the  sorrows  of  the  rout, 

And  give  joy  in  our  confines  a  new  birth. 
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175— DEPAETING  DAY. 

Ere  gloomy  niglit  descends,  departing  day 
With  sovereign  alchemy  will  drape  the  scene, 
And  o'er  it  fling  pure  gold,  damask,  and  green 
From  palettes  that  shame  Tyre's  unique  display. 

As  does  the  dying  swan  passing  away, 
That  turns  of  all  the  choiring  birds  the  queen ; 
He  will  not  noon's  bright  radiance  demean. 
And  paints  with  crayons  of  meridian  ray. 

E  'en  so  may  our  lives  close !  Let  poets  sing 
Of  mortal  man  in  melodies  divine 
As  he,  worn  out,  lays  dov/n  his  life  to  rest; 
And  leaves  the  world  behind  flying  on  wing 
To  paradise;  where  there's  nor  tear  nor  sign 
Of  sorrow  in  Heaven's  mansions  of  the  blest. 
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176— THE  SLACKER. 

All  decked  in  rags  the  hero  hails  from  war. 
And  Triumph  lifts  her  arches  o'er  his  head; 
Who  saved  his  country  in  the  hour  of  dread 
From  all  the  ills  of  slavery  men  abhor. 

A  mere  man  he,  just  such  as  others  are, 
Who  for  his  country's  cause  has  fought  and  bled; 
While  sluggards,  you  slept  in  your  downy  bed, 
The  slaves  and  serfs  of  some  depraving  star. 

Yes  slaves  and  serfs!  Don't  kiss  his  wooden  hand! 
Touch  not  his  hobbling  crutch  and  empty  sleeve! 
Shout  not  the  frenzied  shout  with  those  who  may! 
Think  of  the  ignominy  and  the  brand 
Of  Cain  that's  on  your  brow!  You  can't  deceive. 
Your  cowardice,  it's  clear  as  the  noonday. 
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177— AN  EXILE. 

That  dreaming  of  things  that  do  not  appear 

— The  call  of  the  far  country  in  my  soul 

Is  like  the  distant  dying  cannon's  roll 

To  the  spent  warrior!  who  was  wont  to  cheer 

As  he  rushed  from  the  trenches  w^ith  the  gear 
Of  death ;  who  knows  that  he  must  pay  the  toll 
Of  Nature  first  like  mastadon  and  mole, 
And  then  before  the  Great  White  Throne  appear. 

The  thunders  in  the  sky  say  that  to  me ; 
So  do  the  piping  crickets  on  the  hearth; 
The  unison  and  harmony  of  all 
The  spheres  sing  but  one  song,  eternity: 
And  so  I  am  an  exile  on  the  earth, 
Longing  to  join  the  saints  in  heaven's  hall. 
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178— LOUVAIN. 

Louvain!   Sad  liaunt  of  scholars  now  bereft 
Of  storied  halls!   Must  you  seek  out  the  shore 
Of  Albion,  orphaned  by  the  ocean's  roar 
And  from  its  parent  by  the  Channel  cleft! 

Must  you  in  learning  art  and  science  deft,~ 
That  saints  and  scions  of  your  country  bore, 
And  nourished  on  the  ages'  classic  lore, 
Without  a  refuge,  hearth,  or  home  be  left? 

No!  no!  For  Oxford  is  thy  sister's  seat. 
And  in  her  antique  house  you  '11  find  a  heart, 
That  beats  in  unison  with  yours  and  shares 
Your  grief.   Fear  not  to  fling  your  cruel  cares 
Upon  her  and  your  nakedness!   She'll  start 
With  joy  to  shield  you  and  her  own  sons  cheat. 
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179_GOD'S  GOODNESS. 

Our  happy  hours  wing  us  Olympus  high, 
For  joys  in  flocks  do  come  like  feathered  crews. 
Our  sad  hours  fling  us  down  like  morning  dews 
In  Autumn,  when  the  heavens  weep  and  sigh. 

When  we  in  sorrow's  sea- trough  logging  lie, 
And  mountains  threaten  with  their  bulk  to  bruise 
Us.   We  are  lifted  into  birch  canoes 
By  bright  hours  and  the  shining  summer  sky. 

How  good  is  God,  when  worlds  of  sorrow  stale, 

To  pour  a  heaven  full  of  fragrant  joys 

Into  our  desert  hearts!  Ah!  what  a  gulf  is  there 

To  fill  when  youth  with  health  and  strength  all  fail ; 

And  grief,  dispair,  and  pain  life's  love  alloys. 

Devouring  us  like  lions  in  the  lair. 


—79— 


SONNETS  OF  A  RECLUSE 


180— THE  CALL. 

What  is  it  that  from  out  the  void  doth  call 
My  heart!  Has  the  vast,  kinship  with  my  soul? 
Why  does  the  thunder's  and  the  ocean's  roll 
AVith  voice  terrific,  my  spirit  appal? 

When  the  sun  rises  like  a  fiery  ball. 
And  tired  at  evening  wins  its  weary  goal; 
When  with  its  retinue  the  moon  doth  stroll 
The  night,  why  do  I  to  a-thinking  fall? 

They  all  do  speak  to  me  of  God. 
Yon  starry  domes  the  cup 'la  of  His  house; 
The  ocean  beached  about  His  bathing  pool; 
The  freak-forked  lightning  is  His  chastening  rod: 
And  all  things  from  the  mammoth  to  the  mouse, 
Obey  His  awful  and  high  sovereign  rule.  , 
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181— CALVARY, 

High  up  the  hillside  underneath  the  stars — 
A  spangled  banner  floating  overhead, 
The  shepherds  watch;  Jerusalem  seems  dead, 
Except  the  whip-poor-wills'  odd  fluting  bars. 

The  heaven's  hieroglyphs  anon  they  parse, — 
As  Magi  in  majestic  cortege  tread 
By  a  bright  comet  in  the  west  sky  led — 
Their  camels  riding— their  imperial  cars. 

Who  set  the  stage  in  this  vast  hippodrome? 

The  drama  is  a  tragedy,  and  He 

Has  just  been  born,  Who  wills  to  die. 

The  shepherds  and  the  Magi  read  the  tome 

Directing  to  the  stage  at  Calvary, 

Where  Jesus  dying  pays  sin's  penalty. 
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182— NEUTRALITY. 

Our  cousins  say  they  're  neutral  with  a  sigh^ 
For  there 's  no  Saxon,  Scot  or  Celt  alive 
That  wishes  not  his  ideals  to  survive 
This  carnage;  where  our  choicest  flowers  die 

To  save  for  all  the  world  traditions  high 
And  honor;  where  our  sons  and  fathers  strive 
With  all  the  ardor  that  noon  could  contrive 
To  save  Right's  remnant  for  Society. 

Land  of  my  birth !  Awake !  Arise  from  sleep ! 
Cut  off  the  cataracts  that  curse  thy  sight, 
The  sun  of  freedom  suffers  sad  eclipse! 
The  earth 's  a  bastille  where  men  moan  and  weep ; 
Columbia!    Comj^  with  armies  in  their  might; 
Aid  Destiny  that  our  frail  arm  equips! 
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183— JEWELS. 

Do  what  'tis  thine  to  do  and  be  content, 
Forgetting  all  besides  as  it  v/ere  not! 
Let  the  great  universe  decay  and  rot, 
While  you  on  God-like  charity  are  bent! 

For  that  and  this  to  the  world's  stage  you're  sent. 
Be  glad  and  joy  though  humble  be  your  lot, 
If  conscience  gives  sweet  slumbers  to  your  cot, 
And  love's  your  guardian  angel  by  heaven  sent. 

Duty  and  Love  are  jewels  beyond  price 
That  will  shine  stars  in  every  Christian's  crown, 
That  earns  a  kingship  in  earth's  hard  emprise. 
To  men,  what  matters  fame  and  world  renown, 
At  cost  of  widows '  tears  and  orphans '  cries 
That  in  the  sight  of  God  all  praises  drown. 
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184— WAR. 

Go  not  in  there!   Halt!  it  is  hell.   That  trench 
Is  mined.    'Tis  like  the  honey-bee  that  stings 
When  you  would  rob  his  bin.   The  Teuton  clings 
To  it  to  whet  your  soldier  zeal.    He'll  drench 

It  with  his  shrapnel  and  English  or  French 
You'll  ride  the  air  like  planes  when  Hades  flings 
You  splinters  to  the  sky,  and  heaven  rings 
With  laughter  as  your  little  lives  they  quench. 

Oh  be  not  wise!  Peace  fails  in  war.  We  must 
Dare  death  and  dull  his  tooth  and  strike  him  dead — 
We  '11  flood  the  trench  with  men  e  'en  if  some  die. 
We'll  in  the  God  of  Armies  place  our  trust, 
And  rush  into  war's  mouth  all  belching  red- — 
Pierce  through  his  heart — laugh  at  his  dying  cry. 
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185— FREEDOM. 

Heredity  and  Cynthia's  beams  are  blamed 

For  our  misdeeds.   The  stars  fix  the  career 

'Tis  said  of  men,  and  their  course  like  ships  steer ; 

That  they  do  not  the  things  for  which  they  're  famed. 

In  vain  they  have  the  sky  and  ocean  tamed ; 
In  vain  they've  sought  to  be  the  angels'  peer; 
And  rise  in  scale  of  being  to  them  near; 
For  all  was  done  by  Fate  that  they  have  claimed. 

What  nonsense  that!    We  know  that  liberty^ — 
Mere  freedom  is  the  only  badge  of  men; 
They  else  were  animals.   We  prize  that  nanie 
And  sing  with  choiring  orbs  on  land  and  sea 
The  praise  of  Him,  Who  made  us  sovereign 
In  His  great  world  its  denizens  to  tame. 
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186— A  GREAT  DIVINITY. 

Now  nature  dons  her  weeds  as  Autumn  dies, 
And  widowed  through  the  Winter  droops  her  head; 
The  sorrow  of  her  golden  spouse  that's  dead 
Blights  her  like  nimbus-clouds  a  June  sunrise. 

Her  eyes  are  tearful  as  the  moody  skies, 
That  surge  in  heavy  seas  of  molten  lead; 
She  weeps  for  buds  and  leaves  now  all  abed, 
That  once  were  apples  of  her  merry  eyes. 

Nor  do  we  marvel  nature  sighs  and  weeps 
And  is  disconsolate ;  we 've  seen  strong  men 
Break  down  and  play  the  woman,  when  she  sleeps 
— His  spouse — in  death  and  could  not  say  Amen. 
There  is  a  great  divinity  that  keeps 
His  court  in  us  and  rules  beyond  our  ken. 
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187— CANADA. 

What  though  the  forests  in  deep  Winters  sigh 
And  sway,  whipped  by  the  wind,  the  wanton  hare 
Bounds  forth  for  food  and  play  from  his  warm  lair, 
When  dogs  and  grisly  huntsmen  are  not  nigh. 

The  rabbit  too  with  not  a  sound  or  cry 
Defying  the  sharp  teeth  of  frosty  air, 
Well  moccasined  in  fur  by  nature 's  care, 
Hops  out  and  hopes  to  cheat  the  fated  sky. 

Nor  have  the  hyperborean  blasts  a  sting 

Or  teeth  for  northern  men.   I  would  not  change 

December's  frost  were  I  omnipotent. 

Come  from  the  tropics,  where  the  perfumes  fling 

Their  incense  at  your  confused  sense,  you  range 

The  woods  of  Canada  as  bloodhounds  scent. 
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188— THE  NORTH  POLE. 

Here  bites  the  boisterous  Winter's  breath.  The  fields 
Of  ice  sleep  under  everlasting  night, 
The  summer  sun  has  neither  heat  nor  light, 
Spring  has  no  green  and  Autumn  no  gold  yields. 

The  great  white  bear  the  cave  or  crevice  shields, 
The  Caribou  is  dim  to  keenest  sight, 
Here  food  and  drink  for  man  and  beast  are  slight, 
Where  even  mercury  himself  congeals. 

Still  here  the  fascination  and  the  spell 

Of  exploration,  like  the  living  lode 

That  to  its  heart  the  aspen  needle  draws, 

Invites  adventurers  as't  were  to  hell 

Or  heaven;  to  the  North  Pole,  they  take  the  road 

On  earth  or  air  to  gain  vain  Fame's  applause. 
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189— DISEASE. 

Disease  stings  with  sharp  fangs  the  weakest  part 
Of  man,  there  pouring  poison  in  the  blood 
That  possets  it. — The  worm-corroded  bud 
Will  not  grow  pale  so  soon  as  the  burnt  heart. 

'Tis  like  the  quaking  of  the  startled  hart 
That  whitens  with  the  loss  of  life's  red  flood, 
While  rushing  to  escape  through  the  bog's  mud, 
From  the  huntsman  that  sluiced  his  vital  part. 

Strengthen  the  creaking  span;  the  bridge  is  strong 

As  its  most  w^eakest  part.  It  will  last  your  time 

By  staunching  well  the  girders.  For  life  is 

A  bridge  with  one  vast  palpitating  throng 

— At  sight  far  down  the  gorge  of  pitch  and  slime — 

That  strive  by  picking  steps  to  cheat  the  abyss. 
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190— IMAGINATION. 

Imagination's  crushing  coils  are  strong 
As  brass.   Once  in  the  vise  they  choke  and  kill 
Like  cobras,  the  poor  soul  and  all  the  skill 
The  brain  had  boasted  in  science  and  song 

Is  lost.   Chimeras  dire  in  one  vast  throng 
Crowd  in  the  mind.   The  pillars  of  the  will 
Go  crashing  down;  the  temples  to  the  sill 
Of  manhood  has  no  joists  where  they  belong. 

Thou  goddess,  that  in  health  can  build 

The  poet's  palaces  and  help  him  dream 

His  dreams  and  sing  inspiring  melodies 

Of  goodness,  beauty,  truth,  and  love;  self-willed 

Be  not  when  sick,  but  by  the  running  stream 

Of  joy  still  pipe  thy  pleasing  minstrelsies. 


—90— 


SONNETS  OF  A  RECLUSE 


191— THE  REQUIEM. 

The  low  resounding  Requiem's  Amen 
Is  echoing  still.  From  tuneful  rocks  returned 
It  sings  again  of  sorrow.  Leaves  that  burned 
In  Autumn  and  that  ne  'er  will  rise  again 

Are  buried  where  the  winds  chant  in  the  glen 
These  solemn  songs  of  nature  rightly  earned; 
For  while  their  little  flags  unseen  were  spurned, 
They  waved  in  patience  o  'er  bog,  moor  and  fen. 

In  the  cathedral  aisles  of  time  shall  we 

When  dead,  receive  this  mournful  praise.   No  doubt 

But  nature  v/ill  weep  o'er  our  loss.   Will  friends 

Grieve  too  and  sing  a  Requiem  for  me! 

Men  are  a  thoughtless,  thankless,  selfish,  rout ; 

They'll  shed  no  tear — I  sleep  v/here  the  yew  bends. 
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192— THE  MOON. 

False  brooding  Melancholy  mottles  men 

Like  leopards.  Spots  and  stains  brand  deep  the  face. 

Destroying  in  its  contour  every  trace 

Of  beauty.   They  fly  far  from  friendly  ken — 

From  kin  and  kind  to  dwell  in  some  deep  den 
Like  beasts  to  the  wild  manner  born.    The  grace 
Has  fled  that  was  peculiar  to  their  race, 
And  denizens  they  dwell  now  of  the  glen. 

Is  it  the  moon  that  fills  with  fantasy 

The  mind?  Does  she  steal  from  her  devotees 

Their  angel  face  and  leave  them  like  the  beast 

With  idiotic  empty  eyes?    It  cannot  be; 

Her  office  is  their  beauty  to  increase 

When  Phoebus  his  kind  governance  has  ceased. 
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193— THE  WILL. 

Our  tyrant  is  the  will — the  blindest  king 
That  ever  sat  upon  a  throne.  Why  not 
Conspiracy  advantage  take  and  blot 
His  empire  out?   It  were  an  easy  thing 

Stealthily  done.   But  then  would  Order  sing 
For  us  as  he  was  wont?   The  little  cot 
Once  happy  now  were  hell,  and  our  sore  lot 
Could  to  our  heart  no  consolation  bring. 

Indeed  the  tyrant  breeds  conspiracy, 
Whose  minions  harmony  and  order  Jkill, 
Before  their  Heavenly  Father  in  the  skies. 
But  neither  is  the  child  of  the  just  Will; 
With  this  the  Great  God  rules  both  land  and  sea, 
Dispenses  justice  in  His  Great  Assize. 
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194— SCOTT. 

The  lonely  furrow  must  the  leader  plough; 

— Break  down  like  Harlem  tides  tradition's  gates 

—Amaze  receding  stolid  sodden  mates; 

— Make  fortune  to  his  bandit  boldness  bow. 

Nor  tenderness  nor  tears  will  he  allow 
To  cast  impediments  in  narrow  straits, 
Where  shoals  enough  the  pioneer'  awaits 
To  suck  down  in  its  sands  his  daring  prow. 

Yet  every  age  has  such!    See  gallant  Scott 
Who  leaving  dear  ones,  sought  the  frozen  pole 
In  teeth  of  blizzards  that  bit  him  to  death. 
Who  now  would  be  a  sluggard  or  a  sot 
On  downy  beds  Achilles-like  to  roll 
And  spend  in  luxury  his  precious  breath? 
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195— FORTUNE. 

When  Mistress  Fortune  waves  her  wand  this  way 
Or  that,  the  summer  skies  roll  black  as  pitch ; 
Or  dance  with  joy  vested  in  robes  as  rich 
As  rainbows  wear,  just  at  the  close  of  day. 

When  ships  at  sea,  in  the  trough  lengthwise  stray, 
As  derelict  as  damned  souls  in  helPs  ditch, 
One  only  word  from  this  enchanting  witch, 
And  they  ride  proudly  to  far-flung  Cathay. 

The  sky  and  sea  and  cities  of  shroud  ships 
That  on  them  sail  burn  incense  to  their  queen 
In  vain;  for  she's  no  goddess  having  power 
To  punish  Neptune  with  gads,  goads  and  whips; 
But  a  mere  phantom  of  the  brain  that's  seen 
By  souls,  who  in  God's  unknown  presence  cower. 
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196— DOLPHINS. 

The  Dolphins  guard  the  coral  caves.   The  seas 
That  run  above,  blue  in  their  vast  expanse, 
Conceal  them  from  the  dice  of  untoward  chance, 
While  sailing  cities,  borne  on  by  the  breeze 

Their  victims  are.    The  stubborn  corals  seize 
Them  in  their  jaws,  and  pierce  them  as  with  lance, 
While  fiendishly  these  urchins  round  them  dance, 
And  sing,  like  witches,  madrigals  and  glees. 

'Tis  good  then  that  the  beautiful  has  the  thorns 

As  piercing  as  the  arrows  of  the  rose: — 

The  coral  reefs  with  white  caps  breaking,  warns 

The  guileless  ships  to  wake  not  the  repose 

Of  drowsy  Dolpliins;  and  dare  not  their  thorns 

Hid  'neath  the  iridescence  that  here  glows. 
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197— BUDS. 

From  ivory  beds  they  fling  white  counterpanes 
These  urchins  of  the  earth;  and  blow  the  horn 
Of  plenty,  till  they  earn  the  scathing  scorn,  - 
That  rankles  in  the  breasts  of  lazy  swains. 

The  Mandragora  moans  with  growing  pains; 
And  loud  complaints  are  fetched  by  the  acorn: 
Both  in  white  dungeons  darkness  were  forlorn,' 
Now  nursed  by  sun  and  suckled  by  the  rains. 

What  harmony's  in  spheres!   The  poets  sing 

Their  music 's  praise.   The  thought  is  grand,  yet  I 

Have  heard  the  leafing  forests  in  the  Spring, 

The  budding  flowers,  the  gardens '  growth,  with  high 

And  mighty  voices  praise  Creation's  King; 

I  think  nor  orbs  nor  diapasoned  sky 

Can  to  Him  songs  like  their  fresh  anthem  fling. 


—97— 


SONNETS  OF  A  RECLUSE 


198— INDUSTRY. 

Though  Bounty's  golden  field  can  never  lie 
A  fallow  barren  heath  with  nought  of  life; 
Yet  we  must,  as  men  feverish  with  strife 
Pay  fervent  court  to  her  or  she  might  die. 

If  we  recline  and  like  the  fall  winds  sigh 
Her  beauty's  bloom,  like  a  neglected  wife 
With  bleeding  heart  trenched  through  as  with  a 
knife, 

Will  fade  and  all  will  scorn  and  pass  her  by. 

Then  Industry  would  seem  bland  Bounty's  bride, 
The  fertile  mother  of  the  little  tots. 
That  spring  in  teeming  millions  from  her  side. 
If  they  from  pretty  urchins  turn  vile  sots, 
God  curses  them  because  we  do  not  guide 
Their  steps  aright,  and  our  name 's  memory  blots. 
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199— HISTORY. 

History  alone  records  the  rise  and  fall 
Of  empires  and  of  dynasties.   Of  wars 
And  patriots  who  languished  behind  bars, 
Her  accents  clear  and  true  the  names  recall. 

Though  many  a  storied  urn  in  minster  hall 
Bring  back  their  mem'ry  sacrificed  to  Mars, 
Yet  she  the  breathing  bust  in  stone  abhors, 
And  tells  the  tale  so  tears  of  sorrow  fall. 

Her  voice  in  Babylon  has  long  been  still, 
While  shafts  of  granite  speak  in  thunder  tones; 
Yet  I  bequeath  my  fame  in  my  last  will 
To  History's  keeping,  while  I  cast  my  bones 
To  damned  oblivion  who  cannot  kill 
My  name,  that  lives  where  rise  the  churchyard 
stones. 
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200— PUBLIC  OPINION. 

Attack  her  not  when  mailed  and  in  array! 
Volcanoes  or  the  tides  that  roll  and  toss 
Will  not  inflict  inevitable  loss 
So  soon  when  they  hold  high  imperial  sway 

As  she.  Like  locusts  her  wights  cloud  the  day 
And  from  the  heather  clip  the  lingering  moss; 
Their  wishes  and  desires  so  them  engross, 
They  look  on  kings  as  only  common  clay. 

IVe  seen  the  sea  in  storm;  IVe  seen  a  hell 
In  heaven;  IVe  seen  volcanoes   in  flame  burst; 
IVe  felt  the  earthquake  and  heard  war's  uproar: 
But  save  me  from  the  scene  when  the  death-knell 
Of  liberty  is  rung;  when  king  is  cursed, 
And  court  falls  flat  on  this  wild  ocean's  floor. 
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